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THE COMING WOMAN.

F'er sinee the humen race bezan

The world has gought the coming mang
And though e does not yet Appear,
Bebobl, the comang woman's here:
And wihio js she?  And sl ta, please,
Hounie baby Elolke—

Eloise from Heaven sent

To muke carth for us Lheart's content.

Turn the broidersd blanket down,
Lo the bair of goiden brown!

Euch a sheen, methinks, there lies
On the gates of Paradise;

Euch a tint the: artist pm-nts

Jab the hulos roitad Lis saints—
Ehe'll one day vo nosaint, God plense,
Boonie baby Eloise.

Euch o deep nnd tender hlues

1 her wond'ring eyes you views
Eves so shy and bright, 1 tear
Will win lovers for the dear;

OF ruch eyes the poets oll,
Singing of & fnous bselle—

Ehe 1l uever be a telle, God please,
DBenie linby Elose,

Little honds, does in ye lurk
Brrongti 1o do s oue wonan's work?
Far on the wavsido inn is seeu,

And g the posd thut les Letween]
Foel w0 tiny, wore yo horn

E'vr to troud the brine aod tharn?
Goud hides it all, wo ean but pray

Yo muy nol miss the nurrow wiy,

We are happy subjoets all,

Halsy, of your nvgie thralls

Lyving prone from morn £ nirht,

Frogn your wenkess springetls mights
When you cane we gave (-nulmamr
To your fur but feelle haod,

Proving it s truc indeed —

* Them a littie child sholl lead.™

Banny bahy Eloise,

O great lesson tesnch us, pleass,
As we look on you the while,

Call you pure anil free from gulle:
Tench uk, dear evangel, teach.,

Preach, dear Htte
“1f ¥ woull the ki 01T sy
Froy ye mny bocome 1ike me
— W, 1. McEirne, in N. Y. Tribune.

—

NOT PLAYING POSSUM.

The Brave Act of a Scout iz the
0Oil Regions.

Below us the brook, swollen by the
recent rain, rushed turgidly through
the narrow valley and swept in a long
mudidy curve around the distant bend
in the road. The oil scont felt like
talking, and I was anxious to hear him.
Out of the sun, then, and supine in the
soft pine shadows we lay, while he told
me the story of the roined ** mystery"
over in the ravine,

When all this region roundabout was
a8 wild as that hillside, save that the
larch and fir and white pine were then
free to grow to their stateliest height;
when the deer eame fearless to drink
from the brook, and the snake seldom
sounded its warning rattle—that is to
say, only three years ago—the gnarled
old oak that stands there in the clear-
ing, whose brond branches had shel-
tered the human form divine in the
person of the savage Indian, fluttered
its leaves in surprise one day over the
venturesome head of the first oil seout
to traverse these forsaken paths

A New Englander, young and sup-
ple, with all the cunning and courage
of & Yankee, he had been singled out
by those whose interest it was to know
the latest operations in the now territo-
Ty to wateh and report the develop-
ments at the “mystery,” then sinking
m the ravine bevond. He was fond
of such adventures for the excite-
ment's sake; e received o flixed wage,
and was not  prompted. therefore, to
engnre in his work by avarice or ma-
levolence.  And as he reelined in the
gratefnl shade of the oak, panting
from the exertion of sealing the stecp
hill, that sturdy old tree, nnliending
presently from its first surprise, fell to
fanning him with its long, rustling
arms, and the birds overhead warbled
a tuneful greeting,

It was ove of the carly davs of
spring, and as every thing about him
seemed overcome by the influence of
the indolent air so the scout, forgetful
of duty, lay outstretched beneath the
oak dreaming of the stately e¢lms of
New Haven. When he awoke it was
with the hot rays of the sun burning
his upturned face, while the lazy wind
was  wrenching. admonitory crenks
from the robust branches of the tree,
and leaning against its trunk stood a
small _child gazing compassionately
u pon him through violet eyes.

“Oh! you're not dead, are you?"
she cried, clasping her hands aud her
little bosom palpitating.

**No, indeed. Don't I look alive?"®

* You do now, but you didn’t when
Fou wus so yuiet."

This child was a wonderfully inter-
esting thing to the scout. He hadn't
talked to one for a year.

“How did you know I wasn't play-
ing “possum?”

*1 never played that. What is it?™

He laughed and she chimed in like a
silver beil, the sweetest sound the seout
had heard in a long time,

* Why, to play you're asleep when
you aren’'t.’” She smiled as though she
dido’t understand, and came and sat
dows %y his side.

“How eould you play that all alone?
You didn't know 1 was here, did you?"

The quaint conceit amused them
both, and they laughed together again,
lpokinﬁ frankly into esch other's faces.

¥ uun, preach—

“Tell me your name,” he urged,
taking one of her small hands into his
large brown one, and handling it as

tenderly as he would a delicate picce
of 3

*My name's Daisy; and I live with

mamma and papa over there.™
He dro the hand and looked at
her eagerly. “Do vou know papa? 1

thought you didn’t No one ever
comes to eee us; papa won't let any-
body. and mamma is awful afraid. I
had a little brother once, but he died
last month, and I'm all alone now,
and mamma cries whenever I talk about
Oxsie, so won't let me do it any
more. But I come here every day and
play and think of Ossie, and oh!
awful lonely sometimes playin' alone.™

*Why do you come here Daisy?"
* *“Why, don't you know? Ossie's bur-
ried here.  You had your head on his
grave.”

Now the“ml made a sudden ali:
wery peculiar resolve. Perh
wus married; anyway he mn:twhan
been remarkably M for &

scount. He siczed Daisy in his arms
snd covered her pretty brown face
with kisses. Then be said very
solemnly:

“Daic¥, good-bye. Some day I may
come and see you again, but now [
must hurry away., Ounlyv Daisy, if your
father gets bappy soon—that is,
mean, if he™
“Strikes oil, do yon mean?" asked
she, precociously. 1
“Yes," laughed the scout, kissing

e

away: *ves, Daisy, if your Iather|
strikes oil and scems very glnd about
it you tell him that yon szved him
from a scout, will you? But mind,
little one, don’t say any thing undl™

But at this instant, when little
Daisy’s violet eyes were wide open |
with wonder and the enthusiastic scout |
was preparing to take a parting kiss

from behind the great oak and as one
snatched Daisy screnming to his breast,

of the scont, said, sternlv:

I've no fondness for homicide.
vise you, however, to follow that man

sorrawiul eyes around to mect the

ing through a gate in the high board
fenes which enclosed the derrick and
rough structures uabout the oil well

Here the stern-faced owner of the
“mystery,”’ directing several of his
men to bind the scout—who ealmly
submitted to the indigaity, for he saw
Daisy looking down upon him from »
window in tue rude shanty—then had
his vrisouer thrust iato the well-house
and left to the care of the workmen.
Tms altered his wood. So long, it
scemed, as he remained within reach
of Duaisy's mournful eyes he had noth-
ing but a cheerful uequiescence for his
captors, until the rough oil-men, who
knew him and had heard so much of
his cunning and temerity, now langhed
in his face and taunted him with his
craven submission. But left alone he
turned savagely upon them with a tor-
rent of oiaths and shemed and silenced
them. Indeed, as the day declined and
only the smoky gas lighted the well-
house, he began to regret the wenkness
that had led him to thrust his neck in-
to such a noote. When at length the
owuer of the well appeared before him
the scout turned to eurse aloud, but
there was a kindlier look in the man's
eye’that stayed bis tongne. A word to
one of the men, and the ropes were
loosened from around the ankies of the
prisoner.

*Come with me,” he said, adding,
when they were in the open air, *Idid
not know urtil Daisy just told me that
you had decided to give up watching
us and were going away when I eame
upon yom. don't understand why
you should have done this, and Daisy
can’t make it clear, cither; but I wiil
give your motive the benefit of the
doubt—that is, 1 will give vou lodging
in the kitchen instead of the well-houss,
and snch food as we have until itis
time to let you go.”

The scout had no objection to make
aguinst this arrrangement; he knew,
on the econtrary, that it would be far
more convenient for him to be captured
and held by the *“*mystery "' people,
than to have returned without infor-
ntion to his employers. So he placid-
ly stretehed himself out on the floor of
the kitchen.

* Will you let me sec Daisy to-mor-
row? " he asked.

The man frowned at him.

“You see so much of her, you
know," said the scont, pleasantly;
“and I don't, and 1 gucss after this
will never see er again,”

** Yes, but 1 have o right to see her,”
retorted the other, wonderingly. “We
shafl see,” and he leit the room.

And that night the wildeatters along
the croek know something had happencd
to well No. 5. There was an explosion
of natural gus at the “mystery.”  The
fruil structures within the fence—deor-
rick, engine, woll and dwelling-house
—were all rmzed to the gronnd.

Little Daisy, erceping softly from her
bed and stepping noiselessly down the
bare stairs, had entercd the kitchen
and stood silentiy, ns she had done un-
der the great oak, looking at ber big,
slumbrous friend. Sutldenly as ho had
awakened npon Dssie’s grave his eyes
-opened and saw her and laughed.

“I'm awful sorry,” she said.
“[ ain’t, Daisy; 'm glad.”

**Are you reafly?”

“Really.™

“Tlken I don’t ecare.” She came
nearer and told him in a confidential

whisper that in the morning she would
bring him Ossie’s books to loox at:
and then, as the moonlight coming in
at the broken window gave her little
white-robed form all the radiance of
an angel, she finally said:

*I must go now 1or I didn't tell any-
one 1 was coming down to sce you,
not even mamma. But 1 am in the
little bed in the garret, right up above
you; and we can play that we see cach
other through the Boor until we fall
asleep.” The purest water distilled
on earth had gathered to the eves of
the scout, when she bent down and
kisseid him good-night.

There, then, he lay, dreamily watch-
ing the dismal reficction of the gas
Elnying upon the walls and ceiling and

lending laridly with the silver beams
of the moon—until, as the hiouse rocked
under a territic explosion, he sprang
dizzily to his feet, his blood freezing
in his veins. Inswtuntly the room
filled with smoke, and choked and

ping he groveled on the floor.

were sounds of stumbling foot-

sters upon the stairs—the hysterical

shriecks of a woman—and then the

lond cries of the men outside mad-

dened him with a sadden fear and
nerved his heart and limbs,

*“Daisy! Daisy!” ecalled the father,
flinging wide open the door of the
kitchen

A current of air swept across the
ficor nnd revived the scout. With one
mud he&hmed the dkt:nhu to 5:2

rway door, vainly stri to
his sh hands. =

“lam in * * * the garret right
He remembered the

dashed blindl : “'l’l
ungs,
and ﬂmc’ up to

her aguin and aguin, until she wriggled i

and my daugbter without resistance,™ |
And then in this Indian tile, Daisy | snapped. and the scont. erecting him-
in front, turning pow and then ber |

touched a knob, and the next instant
he had spruny into the room ar elosed
the door behind him

-Daisy—little Daisyl™

There was a glad ery at the window
and she ran back to meet him

“I knew you would come. I knew
! T knew i1

“Daisy! Daisy! jump down, we will
cateh you!” scremmed voices from the
groand below.

The scout looked ont on tae black
smoke and the blazing ruins beneath,
and let his eye rest for # moment oa
the frantic form of the mother,

“Come, Daisy, dariing,” he sald;
* Kiss me. Now chimb upon my back
and hold me fast around the neck.
Thers, little one, lean out new and
breathie the air and listen.”——  “lt's
all right!” Le shouted cheerfully to the
crowd below. =il dring her safely

idown; only clear the way."
from her cherry lips two men eame |

* Daisy," he said, * promse me
you'll make them bury me under the

(osk beside Ossie, and that you'll come
the other, pointing a pi=tol at the bead |

and visit us both as before—will you,

| dariine2"
I contld shoot you if I wished, but |
i I ad-|

“Oh, yes: I'll come every day.™

He leaned down and beld his hands
over a tongue of fire that shot upward
from the window beneath. The cords

self apain, seized Daisy’s little form in
his strone arms and knelt in the em-

tranguil smile of the scout. they skirted | brasure o1 the window.
the hill and entered the ravine, p:ma—{

“Are yvou afraid, Daisy?"" he said,
smiling ealmly at Ler.

“0, no."

“Good-bye then, darling, and re-
member.”

“I'll remember’—and she reached
her lips to his—**Good-bye.”

Then he sprang like a panther ont
bevond the flame and smoke; and
when they unwound his loving arms
from the unhurt child, the red reflee-
tlon of the fire was shining on his smil-
ing face, the moonbeams plaved like a
halo abont his head and the brave soul
was swiftly speeding from his crushed
an. bleeding body.

Presently Daisy, grown restive under
the rapturous embraces of her nts,
tripped langhingly away and knelt by
the font‘s lide.l ; = =N

“Are you piayin possum:" she
asked, gazing quix:i(ﬁtlly at him.

He shook his head and strove ve
hard to speak. The violet eyes sud-
denly dimmed, and she leaned over
him in alarm.

“Oh! you weren’t in earnest!
aren’t going away like Ossie?”

The scout amiled assent; and his eyes
grew fixed and glassy gazing into hers.
—Melville Fiillips, wn Philadelphia
Fresa,

Yon
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TRUE-ECONOMY.

Foolish Raving Which Is Every Dit as
Bad ns Foolish Spending.

There is quitz as much foolish say-
ing as foolish spending, but the natur-
ally prudent mind does not at first see
this. The wiscst way to obey Bep
Franklin is not to “‘care for the pence”
by hoarding them. The cheapest is
not always that which costs the least
money. It is poor economy that saves
at the market and pays the doctor.
The books that cost the least are not
always the most economical (o buy.
The over-work of the honse-mother,
when ths children are young, to save
the wage of a servant, and in old age
be able to live only at a **poor, dying
rate’” with always a nurse or physician
in attendunce, is a poor way to make
the *‘pounds take care of themseives.”
To bend over the ehildren’s gurments
antil sicht and health fail. to save the
price of a few pairs of French kid boots
going to u seamsiress, is neither econ-
omy, frugality nor common sense. The
starving the intelleet by putting the
price of a few books where it will
“dreaw interest’ is a poor economy of
the means given for to-day’s use. True
ceonomy is & wise spending as well as
o wise sawing.  Eeonomy is 8 virtue;
parsimony is a vice. The one who
practices the first is reh; the one who
practiees the latter, thonzh he have
millions, is always popr. jlhe one who
practices the first will' eat wholesomo
food, and wear as eomfortable gar-

will not want. The other will in

dyspepsia st fifteen-cent lunch eoun-
ters. look like a walking adverfisament
of an “old clo’s"” dealer, constantly
wanting what he will not procure, and
pass his tine in a continnul worry lest
he spent his old Eu in the poor-house,

As we go over this road but once,we
must ret all the comfort out of life (o
day that we ever expect to get for this
day! Our children are never children
but once, and §f theirl ives are made
Linrd 2nd barren that we may practice
for them a false economy. saving for
some future day which they may nev-
er see, the day will surely eome when
we shall wish that we could undo what
time hos taken fram our reach.

Real poverty is to go through life
starved for the good things of this
world. But let us not mistake what
the “good’ is. We are not thinking
of riches, or fame, or beanty, or dress,
when we nse the word *zood.™ We
were thinking of the books almoss
within one’s reach, and for which the
mind hungers with a keener scnsation
that experienced from physical hun-
ger; of the hunger for privileges de-
nied beeause the toiling and spinning
of the six days has mude the ¥ 80
weary that entire physical rest for the
Sabbath is an absolute necessity.
Starved for a comfortable home—as

—and all through life sit u a hard
chair, look uapon bare walls, and walk
upon dingy floors; we know of men
and women who do this that they may
arcumulate more land, more stock:
that they may tear down and build
larger. Economy is a wise saving:
economy 18 & Wwise spending The
miserly moral proverb: *Take ecure
of the pence and the pounds will take
care of themselves,”” may be true, but
it is true, aiso, that there are many
who in trying to save life only lose
it.-—Christian Union.
L e

—There are said to be enough of
Gurman waiters in London to wseize
Woolwich Arsenal by a sudden move-
ment. It occasions no alarm, how-
ever, for, thongh waiters carry every

the second landing. His bound hands

thing before them, they never make
n:ia n;.?@mu-mm

ments 4s he ean afford. all the whij
feeling that what ne ¢an not have he |,
ite

simply comfortsible as one may devise | P2

HMONEST CHEESE.

Circamitancen  Which Preveat It from
Becomling a Common Artlele of Food.
Fifteen years ago we were accuse

tomed to *'point with pride’ to Amer-

ican cheese, especially that made in
large factories. The Europzan demand
for it was laree, and increasing every
year. 'The consumption of cheese was
extending in all parts of the country.

Many were advocating cheese as a sab-

stitute for meat during the warmer

portions of the year. 1t was claimed
that cheese was echeaper than fresh

retail; that it eontained no waste, as
beef does; that it did not require to be
cooked before it was brought to the
table, and that it was as nutritious aud
more paiatable than most Kinds of
meat. Cheess was reeommended in-
swead of fresh meat for people who
practiced licht housckeeping. Farm-
€rs who were not able to supply their
table with fresh meat during the sum-
mer were advised to purchase cheese
in boxes of factory men or wholesale
grovers  They were assured that it
was an economical as well asn moest
exeellent article of food. The late Ho-
ratio Sevmour advoeated the adoption
of a cheese ration in the army and navy.
Several urged the propricty of teach-
ing the Indians to eat cneese instead of
so much meat, and advocated addinges
cheese to the list of provisions far-
uished those Kept on reservations,

Just us American checse made in
Jarge factories had sceured a deserved
reputition and wus having an exten-
sive sale at home and sbrowd, com-
plaints were heard ubout its quality.
Consumers declared that it was den-
cient in richness and flavor. It soon
became known that much of it was
made of skimmed or separaied milk,
The erozm obtained by skimming the
milk that had been placed in large ves-
scls in tanks supplied with spring
water, or had been separated by the
use of & machiue, wus made into *gili-
ediged” butter, while the milk, en-
tirely innocent of cream, was manu-
factured into an article of ordinarily
branded *full-cream cheese.” People
who were imposed upon in this way
were very cautious about buying
cheese in the future. At the end of «
few months there was no market for
cheese made of skimmed or separated
milk, thongh it might be offered under
an attractive name. So much skimmed
milk cheese was at length put on the
market that quantities of it =old for
less than the cost of making and ship-
ping it. Many manafycturers then re-
sorted to substituting oleomargaring
oil, puritied lard, neutral fats and vari-
ous other animal and vegetable prod-
yets for eream, in order to secure rich-
ness for their cheese. A very large
proportion of the cheese found in any
market in this country is made of sep-
arated milk and fats not found in
cresm.

Cheese made of these materials is
probably wiwlesome, but it does not
have the tine flavor of cheese thut is
made of entive milk, neither does it
present as good an appearance.  The
objections urged against imitation but-
ter are equally strong against imitation
cheese.  The prejudics against the
first extends to the last, and is quite as
general,  1f people give the price de-
manded for *full cream™ cheese they
expect to get what they pay for. Many
| of the prejadices in relition to articles
| of food are unreasonable, but as they
| are often inherited, and ordinarily of

very lony standing, it is diflicult, if not
impossitle, to remove them.  The de-

mand for cheese for home consump-
| ion has greatly declined sinee people
became suspicious about its composi-
tion.  They know that a saperior aiti-
cle of hoth butter and cheese exn not
be made from the same bateh of milk.
‘Fhey have reason to believe that most
of tue ereamery butter is true to name,
ard they aeccordingly think echoese
mumufactured  in the same establish-
' ment is a componnd of skimmed-milk,
peurd and fats not found in eream. They
J ltke tite new provesses for muking and
curing cheese, but they arcopposed to
the 'new  ingredicnts’ employed  in
checse-making.

The retail price of cheese in all our
Jarge towns tends to greatly neduce
siles.  Thongh the best  domestic
cheese is quoted at wholesale in this
city st from eizhl 1o nine cents pey
poundy the retail prices are about
double these.  Peoply nawraily object
to paying retailers a profit of one hun-
dred per cent. on what should be a
common article of food. Retuil gro-
eors say, probably with good reason,
that cheese is not a common article of
food. They state that it is an arti-1d
of luxury, on which . etailers are expees-
ed to make a lurge profit.  They de-
clure that the purchasers of checse are
few, und that they buy sparingly.
They complain of the waste of chees:
on account of its surface becoming dry
after it is eut.  The loss on acconnt of
the cut surface, which presents an un-
favorable appearance, is largest when
salea are slow. The retail trade in
cheese appears to be unsatisfactory to
both dealers and customers. The re-
tail price of cheese is too high to ad-
mit of its being a common article of
food. What is boneht is chiefly desired
as a condiment. t, as most of the
domestic cheese is lacking in richness
and flavor, it is not as desirable for a
condiment as many articles that can
be obtained at alower price.

Like several other articles, cheese
changes hands many times before it
sses from the manufscturer to the
When factories were first

MARKETING HONEY.

Quick mnd Profitable Sales Largely Do
pending on the Siyle of Package. :
With those who make bes eniture
s specizlty the marketing of their
honey becomes a matter of mach con
cern.  Even those who preduce honey

in moderate amounts are sometimes

meat that was bought of butchers at | puzzled how to dispose of it o the best

{ ndvantage.  With a surplus product of

from onre thousand to six thousand
pounds the difference of a half cent per

und in price amounts to quite a sum
in the aggregate. Style and neatness
in preparing either comb or extracted
houey for market has an important
bearinz upon the results If taken into
market in a solid state and dealt out in
a slovenly manner no one nesd expect
remunicrative prices.  This was well
illustrated recently in an adjoining eit,
where marketing from wagon is stil
in vorue. Une producer ollered his
one-pound  sections of honey neatly
placed in paper boxes, with fancy
labels, being both attractlive to the
sight and bandy for customers to carry
to their homes. His honey sold readily,
while that of anuther producer, scaree-
iy half a block away, dealt out in
broken masses and a clumsy manuver,
hardly sold at all, even though offered
at much cheaper rates.

Styie of package has much to do with
quivk sales nowadays, and this is no
less true in selling honey than zny
other product. With some apiarista
the idea provails that there is an over-
production of honey, as of almost every
other production; henee the depressed
prices.  But every thing clse is corre-
spondingly lower, it must be remems-
bered, and sales are slow in almost
every departmont of trade. It is, per-
haps, nearer the trath to assert that the
unsystematic methods of producing and
offering honey for sale have much to
do with depressing the honey markets
The aforementivned incident of meth-
ods of honey seiling will illustrate tiis

int.

Again, enterprising apiarists have
put up their honey in small, pound and
half-pound jelly glusses, which, neatly
labeled, gemcrully mect with quick
sales if placed at the country grocerics.
Comb honey, if prodaced in small sve-
tions, ean likewise be offered in the
same way, plaeed in twenty-poand
eases with panels of glass jnserted in
one side loshow the snowy combs. A
little pains on the part of the store-
keeper in calling attention to the honey
will generally result in the dispossl of
a rood quantity of it

Bat the main object of this article is
to snggest and impress upon those who
produce honey the imporiance of ¢re-
ating a honey market for honey. It is
no wild assertion to state that searcely
half the Amerjcan people make use of
hioney as an articie of diet.  Its virtues
and medicinal gualities are, in fact,
hut little realized: the fault lies at the
door of the producer. The introdues
tion of honey into generel use as a sta-
sle artiele of use only need be accom-
plished to ereate a regular and conti-
nental demand for it. This has been
accomplished in various ways. Some
bee-keepers have sent small, free sam-
ples to ench family, with statement of
price per poumd and in quantities.
Others bave cirenlated small, neat
pamplilets (rotten up for the purpose),
giving the virtnes and sdvantares of
honey verses the gineose and similar
products.

All the methods given above may bs
combined with sueccess. A little en-
vrgy tud push will accomplish much
in creating a home murket, even in
small villare«.  When  the miserable
sineose misture: falsely  termed
swolden drip,” ete., are superseded Ly
the daily s of pure honey, then will
the muny forms of disoriered stomachs
and kindred complaints (soperinduced
by the excess of aeid in thuse self-same
glucose componnds) cezxsi, aud health,
woealth and happiness epsae a8 o coli-
sequence.— Practical Farmer.

ONICNS FROM SETTS.

A Pian Which Saves s Larze Amount of
Labor in Cultivation

We raise a few onions for our own
use, and have about made up oar
minds to sow no more black seed. We
have ra'sed a fine pateh from setts ag
less than half the cost of growing from
bluck seed; thiat is, less than haif the
cost of lnbor. To be sare the selts
cost eonsiderably more than the seed
would have cost for the same amount
of lnnd, but we have provided for this
another year by raising our own setts.

It does not pay to depend on buying
sette.  They are often hard to find, and
always ecost from fifteen to twenty
cents per quart. As every one who
has plaated them knows, 8 quart will
go but a little way. [ find that [ can
ruise half a bushel of setts u arod
of ground, and with little labor. A
half bushel of them will plant a big

patch—more than any one family wi
care to grow for their own nse.

My preference for ruising onions
from the sctts is on account of the
labor saved in cullivation. Seeds sown
early in spring, as they usually are,
start slowly, and the plants grow bug
little for several weeks. By the time
the onions are well out of the ground,
the weeds have completely covered
them, =o that the rows can with diffi-
culty be followed. It is hard to keep
a bed clean when the weeds onee get a
foot-hold like this. With the setts the
mkli- en:linlsll_r different. gbdes atu:

uickly and throw up a ra wi

Which leads the weeds from the start
For the main winter supply, the setts
need not be put into the ground until
oorn—phntimﬁ:ime.

claim that onions from the
setts are stronger than the onions from
seed; but I can discover little difference
in them. I expect
when I tackle an

]
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A JERSEY OPERIRG.

Ooe of the Moat Handsomos Compliments
Ever Paid to a Humorist.

If youn are waiti=s in the depot at
Trenton, N. J., you can walk up an
inclined sidewalk about a hondred
fect, turn to the right over the tracks,
and walk another bundred, and you
will ind an old bob-tailed sireet car
and two crasy-looking hacks waiting
to earry younp town. There is no
rivalry between the ear and the hacks,
unless itis to see whith can assume
the mest antiquated expression of
countenance. ‘l“_hm 1 walked out
there the muie atiached to the ear was
I}'ingldown. the males onlth.e:r.:-lhfn
were ing ngainst a railing, and the
three m wmlag-ing pedro in the
shade of a stunted elm.

My advent on the scene produced
no consternation.  The mules shut
their eyes the harder and one of the
men slowly raised his eyes to the level
of my knees and remarked that he
claimed high, low and the game. That
was all nght. He looked like a hard-
working youns man and 1 did not be-
grudze him his luck. I walked past
the three without being accosted, made
another turn to the 1-ft, and after o
short walk reached the bridge over
the Delaware river. A few huandred
feet above the bridge a factory girl
was learning to swim, and 1 was notie-
ing how wmuch more awkwurdly a
woman kicks out in the water than a
man when a stranger approached from
the other end and sainted me with:

“Are yvou a philanthropist®”

“Yes, =in.”"

“Yeu feel for your fellow-men?"

I do.”

“Willing to help a man who is
down?’

“] am.*

“Good! T am the only son of a
widow. Iam emploved in that brick
factory up there as book-kecper and
cashier. In a moment of weakness I
took fifty dollars of the company's
money to bet on base-ball and [ lost
every dollar of it. To-night my em-
bezzlement will be discovered and my
mother and myself will be forever dis-
graced. 1 came here to jump off the

bridge and seek a watery grave, but [
ean be saved.”
“How?'"

“You will give me the money to
make good the defaleation. Oh! sir,
how can I ever show my gratitude?™

*Give it up. So you bet on base-
ball?"

“Yes, sir.”

“What elab?"

*The New Yorkers.

“Oh, Jou did? Dian't bet on the
Detroits?”

“Not a red.”

“Then you'll have to make the jump
off the hrillg!. I never saw a game of
base-ball in my life, but 1 won't zo
back on my own town. I yvou had bet
on the De''—

“Say!” he interrupted, I did win
ten dollars on the Chicago club.™

“Then you'll have to jump twiee!
The enmity between Detroit and Chi-
cago is implacable. If yvon had lost
three hondred doliars on the Phillies ©
could have forgiven you, but to have
won ten dollurs on the Chicagzos, and
that in sll probubility in a game over
the Detroits—3yon'll have to go.”

“Stranger, think of my mother!”

“] daren’t do it. My wife is natur-
ally of a jealous disposition, and it
wouldn’t do.”

He walked to and fre for threa or
four minutes, snd tien he stopped and
said:

“If T had twenty-five dollars perhaps
mother conld raise the rest by mort-
gaging the houschold furniture. It
seems hard to die at my age.”

*5o0 it does. There's gwing to bo
good rabbit hunting this winter. Will
you smoke before yon go?™

“Well, yes; I suppose a man might
as well smoke on the gallows as do
any thing else. You couldn’t spare
twenty dollars, could you?"

“Couldn’t do it.””

“Nor ten?"

“Nor ten.” (&

“still you scem to have some good
streaks abont you."'

 “Thanks."

“You might wivanee mo five doliars,
and I'll telegraph my brother in Cam-
den and see if he won’s make up the
batlance.™

“Yes., I might.”

“And you will?"”

“No.”

We smoked for about five minutes in
silemce, watching the suckers swim-
ming over the sand-bank below, and”
then he turned and asked:

“What's your particolar lLay®”

*] work the confidence rarket?”

“I thonght so—shake! That's my
racket, too, and I'd like to travel with
iou for a month. We ean pick ap five

undred dollars a week at Long Branch
aslong as we eare to stay. [ know
three suckers who are already there
and aching for us to come down.™

I had to deeiine on the ground of
other business, and at parting he shook
my bhand and said:

“Well, if we meet anywheres wo'll

ill | o snooks on the racket. Yom've zot

# look which would deceive old Pinker-
ton himsell”—M. Quad, in Delroit
Free Press.

—*“What kind of 2 dog is that youn
have?" asked the editor, addressing
the foreman of the composition-room.
*] call him a compositordog.™ was the
answer; “it's a name I invented my-
self,” said the foreman, 2x bhe helped
himself to a ecigar from the editor's
“Why do you apply the name to
him? What resemblance bas a doz to
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